Hell’s Master

A Diablo II Story
by Adam meier
Part one in: The Son of Diablo
 
All I know is I was born in Tristram. But Shortly after I was born, my family moved to a small town called Tekreal. My father had left us a few months later to seek wealth. He was a strong Warrior, and my mother was a gentle Amazon.

When I was young, my mother taught me to how to use a bow, and taught me many skills, although I preferred a sword. She not only taught me the skills of her people, But some other field skills that could prove very useful. One of supreme helpfulness, was one that allowed me to summon weapons that had a fairly simple design engraved on them from far distances. I could also expel the weapon back to the same area that I summoned it from. The design was called Orin’s mark.


My father never came back. We waited weeks, months, years, but still no sign of him. Then, when I was 15, my mother died. Before she died, she left me her bow, Ravenclaw, and my father’s unnamed sword. It was then I decided to go out and find my father…


I came to a small town, quite a distance from Tekreal. There, I learned about the recent troubles in Tristram. I also learned that an unnamed hero had killed Diablo, who lurked deep under the monastery in Tristram, causing great suffering in the town. A few days after I arrived, I was told of an old mage that lived in the town. Later that day, I went to his house. He said that he sensed a great evil coming, and agreed to train me. I learned much in that time I trained. After three weeks, it was time for me to go, and I thanked him. He then gave me an amulet, saying that it was part of a set of ancient blades, which when united, held great powers. It was called Blade keeper. He also told me that I was very unique, for although I was of amazon and warrior decent, I was able to learn the skills of other people. I had realized this, and asked why. He said that my ancestors might have been from many different races of people. That evening, I was just leaving, and the Mage came up to me and told me something that made my heart skip a beet. He said that my father was a prisoner of the great evil he had predicted. If I were to find my father I had to destroy this evil. As I left, I thought of the task ahead of me. It was a long while before I knew what this meant. My name is Drakel. And it is said that I am the son of Diablo…

